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Louise 
Stoutemyer 


Stoutemyer, 88, will be at 3 p.m. Mrs. Sloutemyer wrote and 
today (Wednesday) at Pearce coached many plays, encouraged 
Funeral Marshall. the planting of trees and taught 

Burial will be at Marshall Sunday school most of her life, first 
Cemetery. Visitation was from 3 to for teenagers and then for senior 
8 p.m. Tuesday at First Methodist citizens. 

Church, Chatsworth. Duffy Funeral, She authored a weekly column, 
Home, Pontiac, is in charge of local ‘apy Holle” in The Blade since 
arrangements. June 1993. 

Mrs. Stoutemyer, a recent In 1991 she formed a 
resident of Humiston Haven with Samuel and Carol 
nursing home, Pontiac, died at 4:45 called HLPS 
p.m. Sunday, Oct. 2, 1994 at the 
nursing home, 

She was born Nov. 9, 1905, in 
Marshall, the daughter of Franz and 
Ona Stevens Plaster. She married 
E.R. Stoutemyer in 1955. He died in 
1962. 

- Survivors include two cousins, 

Two brothers and a sister 
preceded her in death. 

She attended Marshall schools, 
graduating in 1923. She attended 
the University of Illinois, 
graduating in 1928 with a bachelor’s. 
degree in education. She received 
her master's degree in biology in 
1935. 

She was a biology teacher in 

inning in the fall of 
1928 until her retirement in 1970. | 

She was a correspondent for the, 
Chatsworth Plaindealer for more’ 
than 15 years and on occasion, 
served as editor. 

In her spare time she did research 
in history and wrote books, such as 
"The Train That Never Arrived,” 
which recounted Chatsworth's train 
wreck of 1887 that killed more than 
80 people. She also wrote “The 
Sands of Time—150 years of Area 
History.” She directed and helped 


school and helped make it into a 


CHATSWORTH—The funeral “nance the moving of a country 
itsworth and 


"service for former Cha 


Marshall resident Helen Louise Museum. 


MEMORIAL 


Louise Stoutemyer's contributions to this 
area were many. As long as remembrance 
is part of human nature, this teacher's 


__ impact and spirit will be with us. 
For now, as Louise says on her headstone, 
“School's out. Teacher has gone home.” 


Sam Depino,CEO Carol Depino, VP 
HLPS PUBLISHING 


June 17, 1998 


ae - — Reunions 


a 


: Elasa commentary by Carol S. DePino - 


‘New that summer has arrived, it- is time for all 
the traditional summer things: picnics, ‘swimming, 
fairs, vacations, lazing around under that big oak 
tree and family reunions. My family has a long tra- 
dition of getting together eVery-year:-My grand- 
parents started it!’ They like the family getting 
together at Thanksgiving: This was really an 
unspoken command, The only reason for not going 
was going to your spouse's family. . ` 

Every one has memories of these family get 
togethers. Remember how excited you'd get arriv- 
ing? Looking at the cars to see if Uncle Bill, Aunt 


Mary or Aunt Florence were there yet. Grandma’ 


always kept the family informed on all the news: 
`. that is, illnesses, new cars. That new car was a big 
event for my uncles and male cousins. So if any- 


one had a new car, they had it all washed and pol- ` 


ished. Then -walking through the ‘door and being 


away. It was decided to A the reunion time from . 
Thanksgiving to July 4, It then became a tradition for . 
my aunts to bring the food. So every year we'd look 
forward to that delicious food. Forget about dieting 
when Aunt Beth brought that farm-raised com, Aunt 
Sarah's blackberry cobbler and Aunt Mary's pies. Aunt 
Mary thought there should be some healthy food so 
she also brought the carrots and ‘celety sticks for. 
snacks. ' 

Then you start catching up with all the: family news. e 
Getting together with your favorite aunt, uncle or 
cousin, I had an uncle that when he was in a certain 
mood, my cousins and I avoided. He was the nicest and 
kindest man but occasionally his. curiosity would get - 


` the better of him. Then he'd start asking. questions — i 
` questions about school, friends and some you never . 


had thought of, never cared to think of, too personal. 
We still get together in July but now there is some 


—Ereeted with an_assembly.line-of-hugs-——----——sadness~-My-aunts-and-uncles-are-getting-older-"Three— 


In my family, we Were too many to sit around 
the same table, The adults sat at the “big” table and 
the kids were scattered around on cardtables. Oh, 
how I longed to be at the "big" table. They all had 
so much fun. | remember the year that my cousin 
Suzanne got to sit there and how jealous I was. ` 

‘As the years passed, my grandparents passed 


of my uncles have died. No more will we see Uncle- 
Shorty and his big grin and gentle teasing or Uncle 
Roy who, in my opinion, was one of the world's 
strongest men and who always had a child on his 
shoulders. No more 20 questions from Uncle Eldon. 
My aunts have been with the family so long we would 
never think they not apart of our family. So every year 


-they also retum. The reunion would not be the same- 


without them. , 
I don't know what the future holds for my family and 


‘the reunions. One cousin thinks we'll slowly discontin- 


ue them when all the aunts and uncles are gone. She's 
probably right but.it saddens me. You see, I-love see- . 
ing everyone. Meanwhile, come July, watch oft Peoria 
— as that's where we all will be this year. -` 


July 8, 1998 


Guest Commentary... 


Wheelchair Etiquette s cars. pepino 


Two years ago I was very ill. In order to get out - 


of the house to go anywhere, like the grocery 
store, the mall, 1 had to use a wheelchair. The first 
time I had to use it was one of the hardest times in 
my life, but my brother and his family were visit- 
ing and I didn't want to be left behind. Why was I 
afraid? I feared that I'd never be able to leave that 
chair» I learned some things along the way during 
that period. 
For me to leave the house was difficult. 1 would 
get outside my house and then have to use the 
chair to even get to the car. Now we're not talking 
about a 1-mile hike. It is probably 50 to 75 feet to 
our-car, but to-me that was a mile. There are many 
doors into the malls, grocery’ stores that can be 
. Opened by a button or they automatically open. 
Then there are the ones that don’t. Sam is very 
good atghose, - s - 
Going to the grocery: store for us became’ almost 
a game. We learned not to go when it-was busy 
and since I was sick and-not working, in the mid- 
dle of the day was perfect. I should tell you that, 
- at my sickest, going to the grocery store was a big 


event. We'd get a cart for the groceries. Now pic- - 


ture this: Sam is pushing me and a grocery cart. 
We tried several methods, The first one was Sam 
would push the cart and pull me. If there were any 
cans piled up at the end of the aisle, it was tricky, 
We tried several. methods, The final and probably 
the best was my holding on to the handle of the 


cart and Sam pulling us both. “ 


-Most places feel that they have accommodated 

‘the handicapped person. Over the last several 
weeks I’ve had to go into large stores called “do- 
it-yourself” stores. In.order for me to shop at these 
large stores I must go back to the wheelchair 
because | tire easily. To two stores’ credit, they 
had a wheelchair available for those people who 
needed one, One store's aisles are so narrow that 
the person pushing the wheelchair bettér not have 
had any alcohol. The second store’s aisles are 
large and easy to maneuver. 3 

We went to one of these big stores and. request- 
ed a wheelchair. We were told that the wheelchair 
had been stolen. It made: me wonder who would 
Steal a wheelchair and why. 


I hate having to be in the wheelchair. The main 
thing I noticed were peoples’ reactions to me. We 
noticed how people did not help us. Usually they 
would shake their heads in sadness (I’m not sure 
for whom) or look away in embarrassment, When 


`. that happens, I want to shout that-’m.OK, I’m not 


happy here either, I don’t haye a disease that peo- 
ple can catch. Many people ‘in the big cities are 
also not pélite and many times are rude. They - 
walk right in front of you and I hold my breath 
that we don't hurt them. 

I talked to a friend, Karen, whose daughter was 
away at camp. She hurt her knee and had to come 


home and was met at the gate with a wheelchair. 


Karen recalled how rude people were to both of 
them, One man “accidentally” hit her daughter 
with his.carry-on bag and then informed them that 
they shouldn't be walking down the middle of the 
hall. They should be over at the side or in other 
words, out of the way, Hopefully, he didn’t mean 
vut of sight. 

I see things from a different perspective. I see a 
great many peoples’ stomachs and many times this 
is not a pretty picture. While-at a convention with 
my brother, I also saw many ties that looked like 
they were bought at a garage sale, I look at the 
bright side: I always have a chair to sit in and I . 
have someone to talk to and share things with. 

Every once in a while-there would be those peo- 
ple who held the door open for me or gave me a 
hand with my wheelchair when I was in trouble, 
When I'd turn around to thank them, they were 
gone, I doubt that those type of people would have 
even accepted my thanks to them for helping 
someone who was'a part of them. — 

I discovered a great thing the other day. We 
were at a big store going out of business. Since we 
wanted to walk up and down every aisle, 1 would 
need a wheelchair. Well, this store had one of 


` those electric carts. Talk about fun. I- was free. I 


could speed (at 5 mph) up and.down every aisle to: 
my heart's content, I could stop whenever | want- 
ed or just cruise the -aisles. It was fantastic. My 
only fear now is that everyone will discover how 
great these carts are and I'll have to learn a whole 
new set of traffic signals! 


August 19, 1998 


The Relay for Life by Carol s. DePino si 


When I first heard about the 
“Relay for Life.” 
that there: would be .candles in 
printed bags called luminaries for 


all I knew was — 


place, I decided I would try to 
‘walk at least one lap. For me, 
walking the first lap was very . 
meaningful: It meant to me. that 


“people who had and-survived;or~~after 2 1/2-years twas alive. tt 


“those who died from’ cancer. I 
* only knew that- the - luminaries 
would be lit around 9 p.m. and 
names of the people read who had 
luminaries. | wanted to go. I sent 
in.fave names. 


[soon found out more about it 


from Rey. Sharon Monroe. of the 
United Methodist Church in 
Chatsworth. There’ would- be 
teams from different organiza- 
tions and businesses. These indi- 
+. viduals would take tums walking 
; around the track at Pontiac High 
School for 24 hours. There would 


also be:a special walk by the sur-. 


vivors of cancer before everyone 


else, Well, l knew I couldn’t.do. 


the all- night Vigil but I wanted to 
be there for first lap. 


When Sam and [ arrived at the . 


‘track, the first thing that~was 
“appdrent. were the luminaries. 


. Those.’ white sacks circled the » 


entire field. I was given my pink 
t-shirt (pink t-shirts were given to 
all survivors) and Sam and | made 
our way. to the track. Rey. Sharon 
had arranged for me to have a ride 
around the track if I. thought I 
couldn't do it, When I got in 


also showed that there were a lot 
of people surviving ‘with me. I‘ 
‘noticed that the crowd ‘watching 
were all quiet, not talking, keep- 
ing silent. When we had ‘walked 
half way around the running track - 
that surrounds the Pontiac High 
School football field, the whole 
crowd sitting in the bleachers 
arose and started’ clapping. I 


‘almost started to cry then, for I 


knew they were letting us all 


know they were behind us and ' 


there for us. That helped me make 
it around the track, piye two more: 


‘limes. 


As it Started to grow dark, I. 
kept looking at my watch waiting 
for 9 p.m. to come. As the time 
grew Closer, we were given 


instructions on what to do. All the - 
~Juminaries would bë Tit and then . 


there would be a brief ceremony. ` 
When the luminaries ‘were’ all 
growing, the lights of the football 


field were tumed off. It took my 
‘breath away to see the football 


field encircled with lights. Then 
came the reading of the names of 


the people onthe luminaries. | 
- didn't realize how many people 


cancer in this area affects until’ 


` that night, No one talked. I was- 


in back of my mother’s luminar- 
ies and I remembered things 
~ “about her — how she laughed, 
how ‘strangers would start talk- - 
ing to her, how she was active in 
her church, on soon. - -` 
“After the reading of the 

names, the survivors were asked. 
to comè tothe middle of the © 


' football field and form a circle. 


That circle-was bigger than I 
thought it would be, but as we 


. stood there, there were many. 


with smiles on all the faces ‘in 
the circle. Behind. us the teams 
formed a circle behind üs, 
reminding us. that they were 
there to help us and support us; 


- For someone with cancer, that is ` 
extremely important for sur- 


vivors, because they are in the 
most important fight of- their 
lives—fighting to stay alive. To 
_ know. that there are people. who 
‘can give a cancef patient the 
needed support, means more 
than anything. $ 

Sam and I lefi silently, The 
memory of that darken field lit 
only by luminaries will always 
stay with me. ‘ 


September 2, 1998 


- Pleasant Memories ; by Carol DePino 


window pilled high with stuff. You - 


One of the things about myself 
that I pride myself on is.my mem- 
ory. My dad has convinced my 
two nephews, Matt and Adam, 
that I can remember’ anything. 
Between ‘you and me. T love 
remembering old stories. Some of 
whom I like to share every once in 
awhile. 


The other day as Sam and I'were_ 


driving along, I was looking out 
the car window and daydreaming. 
I remembered a ‘story that still 


makes me.smile and my dad pale ` 


at the thought. My good friend 


~Ruth~and“her—family—moved-to—lyzing-all the-cars-to-see-whi 
‘looked like the occupants were 


Denver after her brother John 
graduated from high school. My 
brother, David, and John were 
good friends, so about a year after 
they moved out there, David and I 
went out for a visit 


One: evening Ruth and I were 


going to hear a concert (rio, I'can't 
remember who) at the Red Rocks 
Outdoor theater. All that I knew 
was that Red Rocks was at the 
base of the mountains and Ruth 


knew even less. We asked her dad 


how to get there. His instructions 
were: ‘drive down this street (I've 
forgotten the name of it, b but it was 
a main street) until you get to the 
freeway; go west and then follow 
the traffic. Well, we did. We got to 
the freeway and, .as all freeways 
are, it was busy, so we started ana- 


going to Red Rocks. Cars passed 
us and- most we decided were 
tourists. We could tell because 
they had all the tourist trappings - 


can see our logic, We finally found : 


one that fit our requirements: five. - 


Set 8 ott Os me) 
dash board, and a clean rear win- -' 
dow: So-we followed. it. Guess 
what? They did go to Red Rocks. 
on ‘led us Fight to the parking ` 


. we both told our fathers that ' 
‘Story and at- first. ‘they. didn't | 
‘believe us. We. convinced them - 


that it was a true story. Both asked 
whether we realized that we could 


have ended up in a mountain town | 


ich-one—deep-in-the-mountains or worse! — 


We sighed, as only teenagers can, 


and assured them we would have 


a 


Stopped following them _long 


before that! 


maps on the dash board, the rear _ - 


September 23, 1998 


| Acceptance vy caros. DePino 
Accepting of my limitations has been difficult. had no trouble. Matter of fact, I had to watch that I 
When I was diagnosed with cancer, I had several didn't run over someone and Sam almost jogging. It 
ways to handle it. I could give up or I could fight. By was so much fun: The National Park Service is in the 
giving up, I don't mean just lay down and die but just process of building a handicapped accessible trail all © 
not try to-do anything. Fighting to me means living the way around Bear Lake, but they are far from 
each day to the fullest and trying to regain what was done: © : 
lost during chemotherapy. I couldn't give up. That We soon ran out of the trail. The next section 
would have killed me, both in body and spirit. ‘. ”. looked harder but we both decided that we'd try it. 
-—-Fighting-is-the-hardest-decision. It-means that I'm™"Soon, though; the (rail got too dificult and Thad:to= 
' continually trying to do what I could before and not _ turn back. This was a place that I had walked around 
‘always being able to do them. For instance, recently Many times and now I couldn't, i 
we went to Colorado because I wanted to see the . We always go to downtown Estes Park and walk 
mountains again. We drove. In the past Sam and I _ through a good portion of the shops. Estes Park has 
-shared the driving: This time hë'had to do all thë dri- “done a wonderful job of making all their sidewalks 
ving. This was hard on both of us because it meant Peay for sopena ta a siete 96:9 WORN 1p a 
that Sam had no relief. I've driven by myself in the ` around. 
past across the country and now I have to. leam to The only problem is that the buildings are old and 
accept the fact that I can't do that anymore. Driving is so many have a step or two to get into the store. This 
.t@ me a form of independence. Now Sam takes me is not just a problem in Estes Park but true in many _ 
where I need to go. Hè doesn't mind because he says’ towns throughout the midwest. Because the season is 
that it gives. us more time together. Sanita ead only 5.months, the stores-are just jammied with items 
agree, but it's still hard. to sell, therefore the aisles are small. Several times 
Austr, tax Wi A a a A died ts vs the clerks would tell me to watch going around the 
‘Chemo did the job that it was supposed to do. Now I _ aisles, in other words, don't. knock anything over and_ . j 
lack energy and my immune system is compromised, ` break it. It was upsetting to me that they were more 
` consequently, I get tired easily. We went to Estes - worried that I'd hit something with my wheelchair `- 
“Park; Colorado, one ‘of my favorite places. As while I would see a child of 2't0-4 years old running | 
always, we headed for Bear Lake to walk around it all over the store unattended. As many of you know, 
_ and admire the beautiful scenery. ©. a small child can do a lot of damage if left to them- 
. -L knew that I couldn't walk around the lake any- selves. . 
more so Sam got out my motorized cart. The first’ All in all, we had a great time and we'll probably 
quarter of the walk was handicapped accessible, so1 go back again, T still can't give up trying. 


October 21, 1998 


Carol S. Depino 

CPR op a bastloh? Wes were iA the New. England 
States for a visit and were invited’to Visit and stay 
with some friends. Chuck and Eve were héading 


back to New York City and so for one last summer. . 


afternoon, they took their 3-year-old daughter 
Alexandra to the beach. Thé next morning Alexandra 
and T were talking. She asked me if the green bucket 
was still on the deck and, as with all 3-years-olds and 
50 somethings, we got sidetracked as to why ‘she 
-waited to know this. That afternoon they: reluctantly 


left for the city and the green bucket still onthe deck. 
The following morning Eve called frantically ask- _ 


ing if we saw the green bucket on the deck? Yes. 
Would we mind going to check? They had caught 
` five starfish for Alexandra and put them in the buck- 
et. In.their hurry to get back to New York City, they 
forgot about the starfish. Would we mind seeing if 
the starfish were still alive and: if so, take them back 
to the ocean? No, we didn't mind but we weren't able 
to leave for several hours. We were waiting for a 
friend to come and-were afraid to leave the house in 
case she called and was lost: Now Sam hates to see 


anything that is alive suffer. Sohe worried, paced, 


and worried. 

Our friend did come and after a périod of time 
Sam told her about the poor starfishes, Did Kathy- 
want to go to the beach?:Of course. ‘Kathy isa nurse’ 
so she. was. given custody of the starfish, With her — 
medical experience we wanted to know if they were 
still alive. She gently put her hand undemeath the ~ 
starfish. She reminds us that, yes she was a nurse, bit 
her experience-didn't include starfish and learning . 
how to check their pulse. She also wasn't going to” 
give any of them:CPR if one stopped breathing. She 
thought, though, that they were still alive. 

Fortunately, the beach was only a few miles down 
the road so we didn't have many anxious moments. 
When we arrived, Kathy and Sam quickly set out for 
the beach. Somewhere along the line they took off 
their shoes and rolled up their pants legs. They ` 
waded out into the ocean gently holding the green 
bucket and then let the starfish go. Both of them 


" were so.excited-they had saved five lives! I'm sure if 


the starfish could, they would have waved wood bys 


as they headed back to their home, 


February 3, 1999 


‘When we first started coming. 
down to this area,.1 thought I'd 
miss some of the beauty of 


.}Chicago. I had a job that required 
me to. work overtime at least once 


week. I always thought that one . 


of the perks was that I could see 
“ithe city lights. From the 26th 
floor this was always pretty. 
” Now L love to be out at night in 
this area. When we drive along 
the ‘highway, -I look-out over the 
prairie and see the landscape dot- 
ted with lights from the farm 
ses. In the sky I see the clouds 
lite up from towns and I wonder if 
that is Pontiac, Cullom, or Piper 


|City. It is so pretty, AcChristmas I * 
. ¿could see farms homes w with cape 


Irative-lights. - 


When wè must. go to Chicago, 


we always take the Campus Road 
through Gardner. At various times 


we have seen nature at her best. 


One night we were coming back 
to Chatsworth. All was: black 
except for the moon shining 
brightly. As we drove along, we 


actually saw moonbeams. What a ; 


sight. I had never seen moon- 


beams. I thought that was only. in 
-books and songs. 


“Another time ‘along this same 
road from Gardner, just north of 
Chatsworth, we saw a double 


rainbow. Of course, we knew that . 
it ended at our ‘house and if we | 


looked real hard, we'd find that 


“pot of gold:” We were so-excited - 
‘about seeing these rainbows that 


we stopped’ to take a ‘picture of 


them. It: had. been a long time 


since we had seen double. rain- 


bows. ` , 

‘Recently, coming home: in the 
afternoon I looked up into the sky 
and saw hundreds and hundreds 


‘Of Canadian geese flying south. 
' They were in their “V” formation 


at least one, maybe two miles 
one. At times there were lots of 
small groups and then they’d all 
fly in one big formation. It was 
too cold to have the window o 


the car down, but I know they 


were a noisy group. 

‘I -don’t plan on telling “city 
folks” about these beautiful acts 
of nature. I figure that. if I did,f 


they'd all-want-to-see them: Then 


we'd have the one thing about the 
city that I don't. miss - traffic 


jams!! © 


March 3, 1999 


Pets on the menu? 


Guest Columnist 


~ When my brothers and. sister 


and.I were kids, every Easter dad ' 
used to buy‘ us Easter. chicks. 
Most of the time chicks didn't 
' make it to chickenhood but one 
year that the chick made it. This 
particular chicken was my brother 
David's pet. He kept it-down the. 


basement and when the chick got . 


old enough, he kept it-out in the 
. backyard: He'd go out and play 
with his chicken (don't ask me 
what kind of play)..One weekend 
‘.my Grandma was down, Dad 
‘killed the. chicken, Grandma 
‘plucked the feathers and Mother 
cooked it. We all ‘sat down to eat 
fried chicken. We kids all looked 
at the beautifully cooked chicken 
and found out that not too long 
ago it had been alive - David's 
pet. Nope, we couldn't eat it. 


n't eat it because we were raised 


the rules of raising farm animals - 
some animals had to be slaugh- 
tered for food. Then I heard. a 
local farmer tell Sam and me a 


story that warmed my heart. He’ 


asked to remain. anonymous. -It 
seems that he raised a calf. As this 
calf grew, it became a pet; One 
day this calf had a serious acci- 
dent and the vet was called. The 
vet tried everything- he knew to 
save their poor calf, but it was not 
meant.to be, The calf was ulti- 
mately slaughtered and cut into 


pieces to be eaten. The farmer 
‘then confessed that he couldn't - 


eat one piece of that beef. ` 

I have a feeling that there are a 
lot of stories like that from farm 
kids and they are afraid to admit 
it. After all, a farmer's job is to 
raise food for everyone.to eat. Oh, 


in town and didn’t really know friend in Chicago who reported 


that it was the best beef his fami- 
ly had eaten and our friend didn’t 
_ have to eat his pet. 


——1always-though-that-we-could-——-what happened 10, all that cut. ~ 
beef? The farmer sold it to a 


March 10, 1999 


My Slanty, Shanty 


By Carol S. Depino 


. We live-in a house that is over 
100 years old. The house looks 
gteat from the street, but behind 


“the house there is old carriage . 
` house, When we first moved here, | 


Sam was asked when we were 
going to “get rid of that eye sore”. 


~The--minute I. heard that phrase . 
.. that old shed became my old car- 


riage house. 

To most people, all they see is. 
_an.old building that is leaning to 
one side, has a hole in the roof, 
and needing paint.: When Sam 
„sees. that old shed, he sees it as 
_ useful. When J see thatvold shed, | 
see, living history. 1 think that if 
those old walls could talk,. just 
think of what it could tell us. We'd 
hear all joys, sorrows, and every 
day | life. 
grumblings of when houses were 


‘We'd probably hear . 


„built near it because the house 


used to be in the Country. It was 
built in Chatsworth by one of the 


«original founders, a banker John 


Stillwell, in 187] and it is more 
than 125 years old: We have an 

old picture: of the house, The 
house is “in fron and a lot Oot the — 


` old farm buildings are slightly- vis- 


ible in that photograph. : Three 
people are in the picture: a middle 


_aged worhan and a young. man by 


the back porch and in front, an 


-elderly man with a chin beard-all 


well dressed. | wonder why they 
aren't standing together. . 
We're not sure exactly what the 


_ original intention of. my building 
was. We think it could have been a ` 
‘building to stable horses, we - 


know chickens were kept there, 
and maybe a great looking old- 


fringe topped carriage and later - 


old cars when they were new. I 


wonder if some child thought they 
could fly if they. jumped off the 
roof. Maybe that old building was ' 


used as a hide- and-sevk piace fc for 


children: — 

“When my brother Mark first - 
saw it, he labeled it “Carol's slan- 
ty shanty”. I Jove that title. Oh; I- 
doubt ‘anything of significance `` 
happened there. It won't compare ' 
to the buildings at Williamsburg 
or New Salem. No president ever 
gave a-speech in front-of it. No 
great movie: was made around it. 
There's no gold: buried inside it. 
It's just an old,. slightly leaning. 
building that is: in need of paint 
and roof repair. Don’t we all, as . 
we get older, have something in — 
common with this old building? —— 
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Thomasenas of the world 


by Carol Depino 


Thomasenas of the world unite. 
:A'm the oldest of four children 


and had to. quickly team how to. 


get my two brothers to help me 
without any serious arguments. I 
‘have a theory that it is in all 
. female genes and it is being kept 
a secret. Somewhere I learned 
. how to get my-two brothers, 
David and Mark, to “help” me 
with some project. All females 
learn how to do this silently, 
-without any-arguments and with- 
out their brothers knowing what 
happened. ni 
` I remember one time when I 
` decided to wash the car. I didn't 
even mention this to David or 
‘Mark. I pulled the car into the 
‘yard, got out all the stuff, and 
Started washing the car. The next 
thing. | knew David offered .to 
help: Soon Mark came along and 
wanted to help. Well, they were 


doing such a good job that J . 


Stepped back and let them contin- 


ue. I doubt they noticed that 1- 


wasn't working as I kept up a 
Steady stream of talking and. we 
all had fun—especially me. 

Sam‘ thinks ‘that I- must ‘have 
been Tom Sawyer’s sister in 
another life. Can I help it if at the 
exact time he wants to wallpaper, 
t'm working’ One time we decid- 
ed to paint our bedroom. I got 
about a 12 inches done and Sam 
felt I should have a hat to protect 
My hair from the paint. Off I go 


to find the perfect hat to paint in. 
I went through all my winter hats 
and they wouldn't do because it, . 
was summer, I looked through all 
my summer hats and I didn't 
want to get paint on any of them. 
You can see my problem. I final- 
ly found the “paint” hat that Sam 
sent me after and hurried into the 
bedroom. There I found that Sam 
was almost finished and didn’t. 
need my help any more. . 

I'm not the only woman who is 
a silent Thomdsena Sawyer. I 
think that every woman has this 
ability and is keeping it.a secret. 


April 14, 1999 


Benchwarmers 
_by Carol DePino ! 
I recently, visited my sister Joni in Houston. every 
time I go I also see a long-time friend, Mary Belle. 
_ We've been friends since about fifth grade when my 
' piano lesson was right after hers. I liked her immedi- 
„ately. She was always laughing and having fun. | 
used to envy her because I felt she played the piano 


better than I. When she hears a song once or twice, . 


she can play it on:the piano. Of course, she was 
always popular at parties if there was a piano: We 


had a piano teacher who liked to play duets with.a ` 


fellow teacher and she paired Mary Belle and me. At 


last, I felt I was her equal. We did have fun, but it was 


- ‘the piano bench that usually got us to giggling at per- 
formances. 
-. One time we were to perform at a performance at 
Wichita State University with 49 other pianos. We 
practiced for months. We had a full rehearsal the day 
before. Most important, we both fit on the bench. 
The next day we were both excited about playing, 
but as we got nearer to our assigned piano, we could 
see we had a problem—a smaller piano bench. We 
. divided the bench into halves with each of us ‘half on 


and half off. We each had a leg wrapped around a leg 


of the piano. It was the only way we could stay on 
the bench. Our parents must have watched in wonder 
as they saw ‘their daughters giggling all the way 
through that piece. 

Another time we were to play for some friends of ` 
my parents. Again, we practiced for several weeks. ` 
When we got to the house, we saw that the piano was 
an old, upright piano with.a heavy piano bench. We 
sat down anid started adjusting the bench to the piano. 
The- bench wouldn't move, We both kept trying but 
the longer we tried the less that bench moved. All of 
a sudden we both realized our problem. One of us 
was trying to pull the bench closer to the, piano. The 
other was trying to. move it away. No wonder it was- 


. n't moving! More giggling. This time our audience 


laughed with us. 

We don't bet a chance to play together any more, 
but we're still great friends. Mary Belle has always 
been there for me, as she has for many, others. When 
we get together, we still laugh a lot. I’m very fortu- 
nate to have such a friend. 
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| Keep the Cap à 
y Carol S..Depino. -` 


Attorneys have become almost a necessity. — 


ve a lawyer. When we bought a house, Sam called 


- house. Lawyers help in other ways - taxes, farm and 
` pusiness matters, contracts and sometimes in little 
ife’s lessons. 

; We were visiting our attorney, John Taylor, in 
bontiac. I-don’t remember what he was signing, but 
Sam needed to borrow John’s pen. Sam used to 
‘¢ome’ home sometimes with foreign: looking pens. 


_ He'd accidentally pocket anyone ’s pen - whether it’s. 


`- the ugliest looking thing or a very expensive one. Of 
course, he got them back to the owner as soon as he 
. fealized it. When John handed Sam his pen he care- 


fully removed the pen’s cap. John laughed and said. 


- that he learned that trick from a prominent banker 


henever you want to protect yourself, you must: 


r attorney. Sam told him we needed him to protect. 
‘bs from ourselves. We knew nothing about buying a 


‘because he was always Josing pens. “People didn’t 
take pens without a cap.” 


Several months later we ‘went to dinner with John 


‘and his wife, Carol. Sam asked me if I had any 


Blistex with me. Before giving the Blistex to Sam, I 
told John that I'd learned something from him. Now 
I know that John immediately thought: it was some- 
thing profound, life changing and. maybe even. his- 


_ torical. I reminded him about his always handing a 
pen to someone and keeping the cap. I now do that 


with my Blistex because Sam i is very likely to put it 

in his pocket. John burst out laughing. i 
If anyone is a “reformed” pen-napper like Sais: on 

ink blotch will show up in their shirt pocket. I bet 

you thought I was writing about the recent election. . 

Come to think of it, after we voted, I noticed anoth- 

er strange looking pen in Sam’s shirt pocket. 


May 19, 1999 


Doodle Are Us 


by 4 Carol S. Depino. 


Summer is just around the comer and vacations 
are on everyone’s mind. With families spread 
throughout the country, it is not unusual to see chil- 


dren flying alone. The airline companies make sure 


that the right person picks up the child. When my 
nephews, Matt and Adam, flew alone up to Chicago 
to see me, we were both so excited to ste each other 
‘that I almost forgot to sign the necessary papers. I 
_ can only imagine how grownup they’ must have felt 
to get on that plane... 
When my brother David and I were growing up, 
- . children really didn’t travel by themselves. We 


stayed every once in awhile at my Grandma’ 
Fankhauser’s house in Madison, Kansas, We'd go up. 


to Grandma's for Sunday dinner. Then David and I 
would stay until Wednesday when Dad and Mother 
came back to get us. Madison was only about 60 
` miles from my hometown. | wasn’t like Matt and 
Adam flying clear up to Chicago from Kansas City. 


able to stay without Grandma. We found out that the 
“Doodle Bug” train. went from Augusta, KS, which 
- ‘is,about 18 miles from El Dorado; to our grandpar- 

. ents in Baxter Springs, KS. Baxter is about 155 to 
160 miles from Augusta. Oh, how David and I want- 
ed to ride that “Doodle Bug” was a small train and 
probably only had one or two passenger cars, a bag- 
‘gage car plus the engine. We talked and talked to our 


“David and 1 thought we were really grown up to be~ 


parents about letting us go see Grandad on his farm. 

We finally got permission. We were so excited. 
Mother fixed us a sack lunch. On the way over we 
got all the usual instructions—be good, don’t talk to 
sirangers, etc, Acting very grown up, we got on that . 
train. About three miles out of Augusta, all of our 
lunch was gone. The train made only one stop at 
Fredonia, KS, which is not quite halfway. Well, 
David wanted to get off the train. I tried to talk him 
out of getting off, but he had to see what the train sta- 
tion held: I was so nervous while he was gone. I'm 
the oldest child in our family ‘so 1 was expected to 


. Watch out for my younger siblings..I was afraid that 


the train would start and leave David in Fredonia. 
Then would I be in trouble— left my little brother 
in Fredonia, KS! When | think back on it, the con- 
ductor probably saw David get off and waited | 
patiently while a little boy explored a dull train sta- 


tion, It seemed like the engineer was just waiting for 
~David to -get-back-on-becatise. the-train.started-short-... 


ly after he sat down. The rest of the trip was unevent- 
fal. Both of our. grandparents were at the station in 
Baxter to meet us. A few days later Mother Dad 
came down to pick us up. 

-It was that trip that I knew I was getting older. I 
realized that my parents trusted me to watch out for 
my younger brother. I can still remember that 
grownup feeling and how wonderful it felt. š 
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My Husband's Family 


- by Carol S. DePino 


, There are baseball widows, 
football widows, hunting widows, 
and the list goes on and on. I add 
gardening widow. This is what 
I've become. Sam likes chal- 
lenges and he loves to garden. 
"Name it and he'll try to grow it. 


.. The first day that the tempera- - 


ture was over 30 degrees he head- 
ed outside. The yard had very lit- 
tle place for the sun to shine, so he 


Started: analyzing where-the-sun- 


was shining and for how long. 


‘Then he looked at all the trees, 


deciding which needed to be 
pruned, and which needed to be 
cut down. I’m sure that I saw his 


eyes glowing with excitement. It. 


was almost like he was heading 
out for the big game hunt or flying 
an airplane. He got out his limb 
loppers, hand saw, power saw, and 
matches. He started. walking 
around the yard and branches fell. 
When his burn pile got to be a 
good size and the wind wasn’t 
blowing, then comes the bonfire. 


‘He probably holds the record time 
on burning a sizeable pile of - 


branches. I've had some neigh- 
bors: ask«me if we were having a 


, wiener roast. 


Trees were not the only things 


_ that feared Sam’s limb/branch 


were needed. Seed catalog time! 
We then needed flats: and more 
flats to plant the seeds. We've 


‘almost kept several area nurseries 


in business this year. We’had to go. ` 


. up to Chicago several weeks ago 
and, you guessed it, we stopped at 


loppers; The-yard-had-many-over-—two nurseries. I won't let Sarn go 


grown bushes that needed trim- 


ming badly. These were either cut’ , 
- back or eliminated all together. I 


was -out-in-the back one day ‘and 
noticed a bush. I saw that he'd 
trimmed it and it was looking 
good. Several hours later I walked 
by that same bush. It had been 
whacked down to four feet high. It 
was almost a shell of its former 
self. 
Then he built a small green- 


house. New flowers and plants 


to Art's Grocery because Art has 
flowers and plants on sale. Did I 
tell Sam? No-He doesn’t need to 
know that (I'm afraid Art will bé 


‘sold out once Sam stops there). 


Our yard is looking nice now, I 
know the real reason Sam is doing 
all this hard work. He knows how 
much I like flowers and home- 
grown vegetables. He's doing all 
this for me so that. anywhere I 
walk or look, I'll see beautiful 
flowers. 
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Fancy turns in the T R6- 


By ¢ Carol S. Depino ` 


It's Spring-and we-know where 


a young man’s fancy. turns. For 


us, Our fancy turns to our 1974 


Triumph TR6. I check the weath- 
er daily for 45 to 50 degrees. We 


count five or six rain showers to 


wash away the road salt. Then we 
can get: our Triumph out of the 


_ Storage.and head ‘em out. - 


I like sightseeing. It.seems that 
wherever I turn my head, the car 
turns the same way. Sam gets ner- 
vous. So he does most of the dri- 
ving. If it had power steering, it 


wouldn’t be so much fun to drive. 


Now I know that some people are 
wondering if our glasses resem- 
ble the windshield-spotted with 
bugs. No, the bugs remain in the 
air or on the windshield (thank 
goodness). I love riding in that 


- car, In an English sports car 


you’re intimate with the road and `- 


. I must say that when we 
drive ‘through towns, we are 
noticed. We’ve even been asked 
to have it in a stage play. The cdr 
could have been a star! 

We ‘drove the Triumph ‘to 
Fairbury even though it looked 
like rain. We decided. to “live 
dangerously” and risk a soaking. 
I grabbed our beach umbrella. 
We'd put the top. down several 


weeks ago to take pictures. You - 


can't take pictures of a convert- 


ible with the top up! To put the 

top up or down without cussing 

requires time, technique and 

willpower. It’s not like many of 

the modern convertibles where 
you just push a button. 

We got to Fairbury rain-free 
and we were feeling pretty confi- 
dent. We'd out smarted the rain- 
maker. We knew that if it started 
to rain going home, the rain drops 
would flow over the windshield 
and the rest of the car. While Sam 
went into Nussbaum’s Hardware” 
store, I stayed in the car. What's 
that old saying? “Pride goeth 
before the fall.” In this case 
RAIN fall. As I happily sat there, 
the rain dr Started. At first 
they were t like a mist. 
Then the drops got bigger and 
bigger. Out came the umbrella. I 
felt pretty dry except for some 
drops coming in the sides, I rolled 
up the windows and draped the 
umbrella: All of the cockpit was 
covered! I sat there and listened 
to the rain drops. I noticed the 
people were smiling as they went 
in and out of the store. i vi 
probably because the umbrella 
was red and didn’t match the 
magenta car, 
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Alarming ! 
by Carol S. Depino 


In this day and’ age it has 
become necessary for people to 
have burglar alarms in their cars. 
Not long: ago I was visiting my 
sister, Joni. My niece, Carrye, 
„was home and her’ car has an 
alarm, We'd been to a store and 
when we got home, I realized that 
I left my something I had bought 


__in her car, I didn't want to disturb.. 


her, so I got her keys to run out 
and get it. Well, she’s got several 
` buttons on her key ring and I had 
no idea what they did. I thought if 
I just unlocked the door, I could 


quickly get my package.-.You-: 


guessed it, Off went the alarm, 
You should have seen me jump. I 
quickly got my package at the 
same time. looking all around the 
‘neighborhood. I just knew the 
police were going to come rush- 
ing to see who was stealing her 
car. I though the alarm would stop 
when I closed the car door. Nope. 
So I started pushing all four but- 
tons. It stopped finally, but I don’t 
. know if it stopped by itself or by 
a button | pushed. I confessed to 
Carrye. She laughed and said that 


she thought she had heard her car | 


alarm go off tut wasn't sure. 
Besides she wasn’t dressed for 
the occasion, considering she was ` 
‘in the shower. 


We have a friend, Al, who lives 
in Los Angeles. The last time we 
saw him was after the earthquake 
in the Los Angeles area, He 
explained to two midwesterners 
about earthquakes. He said that 
earthquakes make a. noise. This 


was news to me. I thought they 


were quiet. He said that they 


- Sound like old-wood-groaning; He’~ 


explained that when it Starts you 
are to head for a doorway and 
Stand in it. Al said that many peo- 
ple in L.A. have car alarms, So 
when the earth is moving, all the 


_car-alarms.go off. I can't decide 


which is wortse-the earth moving 
or all those car alarms going off. 
I’ve only beén in one and that was 
the one and only earthquake ‘in 
Chicago and I was on the 26th ` 
floor! My own inner alarm went 
off then. . 

Our prize Triumph has fea- 
tures-two unique alarms, other- 
wise known as a side-seat driver. 
It announces when we're getting 
too close to another car. That is 
me. When we are dining out. at 
J&D's or the Benchwarmers, it 


has a silent alarm. This one can- 


riot, be. installed‘ in any other 
sports car, It is called Sam. He sits 
at the restaurant window and 
watches the car. > 


June 23, 1999 


I've decided that I’m. an ice 
creamaholic. I love ice cream 


whether its 100 degrees or minus 


100 degrees outside. I'm not an 


expert on the different brands. I, 


know that some are better than 
others. My absolute favorite, 
though, is homemade ice cream. 


‘As summer tums some mens ents, 


fancy to baseball, my thoughts 

always tum to that old fashion 

‘homemade ice cream. 
Growing up we hai homemade 
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ice cream frequently “during the 
summer. I’m not sure who like it 
more—my mother or father. 
Mother would decide to make it. 
We always had fruit flavor ice 
cream, as Mother always thought 
that you could have vanilla any 
time. The flavor usually depend- 
ed on which fruit was in season, ` 
but if there was no fresh fruit, she - 


__ would use frozen. My brothers _ 


Homemade Tce cream 
i by Carol Depino 


did we miss this part of the oper 


ation. 

David used to love ice cream. 
One summer he experimented 
with new flavors. One flavor 
stands out in my mind. He decid- 


ed to make peppermint ice cream. 


He got all the necessary ingredi- 
including . individually , 
wrapped - peppermint sticks. 
David carefully mixed all the 
ingredients, leaving the pepper-. 
mint sticks until the end to be 
ground up. He excitedly proceed- 


‘ed to freeze the ice cream. It was 


delicious. There was one ingredi- ` 


„ent that most people won't have 
` in their peppermint ice cream— 


the tops of.the wrappers! He has 
since said that he left the cello- 
phane on because he thought the 
peppar waned go all ONS Se” 
kitchen. ; 

My absolute favorite is apricot. 


and sisters and I didn’t care, as 


long as the ice cream_was made. . 


We had the old fashioned crank 
type of ice cream freezer. When 
electric ice cream freezers were 
devised, we didn’t think the ice 
cream was quite as good as 
cranking. Dad didn’t want to use 
ice that was too small as it would 
melt during the freezing. He 
couldn't get ice that was too 
largé. It had to be just right. He 
also had to pick up the salt. By 
the time he got home, we were all 
primed. As David and Mark grew 
older, they like to turn the crank 
until it got too hard. Then Dad. 
would take over with someone 
sitting on the freezer so that it 
stood still. The best part of mak- 
ing homemade ice cream was 
cleaning the paddle. Very seldom 


Mark and David liked this one 
too. They always ate the straw- 
berry. Apricot was their last 
choice. He then decided to tell 
them the flavors were strawberry 
and peach (in actuality the peach 
was apricot). Only one. person’s 
taste buds were alert that night 


‘and said that the peach tasted a lot 


like apricot, Mark told her she 
was right, but no one would eat 
the ice cream when he told every- 
one the right flavor. The “peach” 
was all gone that night. 

I’m going to try to have Dad; 
David or Mark make-some apri- . 
cot ice cream when I visit this 
summer. I haven’t had any for a 
long time. 


July 14, 1999 


` Strictly for the Birds 


by Carol S. Depino 
` There is a minor discussion 


going on in my family between 


my 11-year-old nephew Connor, 
my brother Mark, family friend 
Galen and myself. We don’t get 
into big topics like the president, 
politics, religion, local govern- 
ment issues, etc. What is 
Tweedy’s last name? The line is 
divided. Connor and I know that 


_ ‘Tweedy’s last name is Bird. Mark 


and Galen think his name is Pie. 
Recently we were all at my sis- 
ter’s talking over this subject. 


'` Connor and Galen decided to bet 


25¢ and put it into a glass in the 
cupboard. 


. Connor and I were very assured ` 
of our stand. We both loved 


- Bird. Connor and I both felt that if 


Michael Jordan said Tweedy's 


$ : last name was Bird, who were we 
~ to argue with him? 


When I got home, I got my 


stuffed Tweedy Bird out. I looked 


on the tag to say what officially 
he was being called. The tag says 


` Tweedy Bird. I figure that if 
ı Looney Tunes says that, how 


“et 


much more official can you get. 
I've got to take a picture and send 
my find to everyone. 

I've been taking a quiet poll 
around the area on this subject. 
I'm not one of the big companies 
that ask these questions. Mark 
might say that I’m not really 


` being fair. All I ask is “What is 


Tweedy's last name?” I really 
don’t give them the option of Pie 
when I ask the question. It has 
been unanimous. Tweedy's last 
name is Bird. When I tell them of 
answer is always a firm no. 
What happened with the bet? 
Some time during that day 
Connor and Galen saw something 
that had Tweedy with the last 
name of Pie. I don’t remember 
what is was. No one mentioned 
the bet. Connor silently went: to 
the glass and got the 50 cents. He ' 
slowly walked over to Galen and 
sadly gave him the money. By 
this time all.of us. in the room 
were about ready to cry. Galen 
told him to keep the money. 
Connor is an honorable young 
man and he refused telling 
that he had won the bet. Galen put 
the money on the coffee table. 
That’s where I saw it last. 


July 21, 1999 


That Old. Gang y Mine. 
by € Carol S. Depino + 


' My 35th High School Class 
Reunion! It doesn’t seem possi- 
ble that 35 years have passed 
since high school graduation. It 
seems like just a couple of years 
ago that 203 of us marched in to 
the high school orchestra playing 
“Aida March”, We tried to follow 
a teacher's instructions and all 

- weaved in the same direction so 
that we'd make her seasick. 
There was an air of expectation | 
and excitement of what the future 
held. We weren't sad at leaving 
our. friends because thanks to a 
lady in town who organized class 
reunions, we khew. we'd be back 
in 10 years for our first class 
reunion. 

We live in a small town now. 
Sam-and my friends were about 
ready to gag me because it 
seemed ‘that for the six months . 

“before going to my class reunion 
was all I thought about. Many of 
my friends here went to very 
small high schools and have 
stayed in the same area. They had 
classes of 18 to 30 and anything 

_ larger is amazing. They've asked 
me if 1 knew everyone and are 
surprised when I answer yes. 
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surprised when I answer yes. 
I've seen comedy scenes on 
television of class reunions in 
which everyone tries to act 17 
again. We only act excited to see 
‘everyone, These are the people 
who grew up with you and know 
you best. You only had to ‘be 
yourself. These are the people 
who watched you succeed and 
cheered with you. At the same 
time they watched you. fail and 
then were there to pick up the 
pieces. They were there during 
happy times and sad. These are 
the people who you played with 
and studied with. When a class- 
mate has died, it put a permanent 
hole in all of our hearts, When 
prayers have been needed, theses 
. are the people who lead the cho- 
rus toward heaven. These are the 
people who have watched you 
grow, fall down and then soar 
like an eagle. These are the peo- 
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married and whose children seem 
more like nieces and nephews. 
These are the- people who, 
besides your family, have always 
been the constant in your life. _ 

There was a group of individu- 
als absent from these reunions - 
the parents. My friends and | 
miss them and try to see them ` 
during the reunion weekend. 
These parents took an active 


_ interest in, not only their child, 


but all of their child's friends. 
They have throughout life not 
only worried about their own 
child but the friends. They helped 
gently guide all of us toward 
adulthood..Now when I see one 


- of these parents, I can see their 


eyes light up - almost like my 
father’s when he sees me. We still 
all want to know all about each 


_ Other. 


There is always a table with ` 
their pictures honoring those who 
have died, At our 10-year reunion 
we had already lost several class- 
mates and only one to Vietnam. 
Now we've lost 16. I'm always 
town about this table. I want to 
see who we've lost. Yet if I don't 
go there, these people are still 
alive and only late for the party. 
To finally look is acknowledging 
their death. They all died way too 
young, 


young, 

Some of my classmates have 
not been back in 35 years. I've 
heard that some don't come back 
because high school was too 
painful to them. When my friends 
heard this, it was a shock anda 
deep sadness, We all hoped that: 
we weren't a party to thal pain, 
Some haven't been back because 
they don't like the way they look. 
They don't realize that none of us 
care how someone looks. We just 
want to see them again and to 
laugh with them. 

‘The weekend was one of mem- 
Ories, laughter, happiness and 
some sadness. The only part of 
my body that ached was my face 
- from smiling and laughing so 
much ` 


A 
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` awhile Larry would have David 


‘Wild Blue Tonder 


say: Carol S. Depino 


I love to fly—in commercial 
planes. I'm not one of those peo- 


‘ple who have a strong desire to 


‘learn how to fly my own plane. 


‘My stomach and I have disagree- 


‘ments when I'm in a small plane. 
.My. body is’ one place and my 


‘stomach: is still back where it 


started. I get air sick in small 
_planes. Sam, on the other hand, 
‘loves to fly’ and has ‘had his 
‘pilot's license for 25 years. He 


- owned his own plane for a couple 


of years. 

. My cousin Ann was married to 
a pilot..Once on a family vaca- 
tion we stopped by to see them:. 
Larry took David, Mark, Joni and 
me on a plane ride. David sat in 
‘the front seat and every once in 


“fly” the plane. One time he told 


_ David to turn Heft. I learned right 


-then that an airplane was very 
-sensitive. David tumed like he 
‘would in a car. The. only thing 


' -was that we were at a 90 degree 
- sangle with the earth on my side! 
Larry also thought it would be 


‘fun to do touch and go land- 
‘ings—touching the ground 
‘briefly and then take off. When 


, ‘we finally stopped, I was never 


‘so glad to step on’ good ol’ 
‘Mother Earth. I would have 
‘kissed the ground, but I knew I'd 
‘be teased for the rest of my life. - 
: But! I do love to watch planes ' 
to aerobatics. I can’t imagine fly- 
ing upside down or flying 
‘straight up in circles. We've been 
to air shows where biplanes, 
WWII planes and planes built by 
their proud pilots were flown. I 
just enjoy watching all of them 
‘and Sam vicariously relives his 
aerobatics lessons. If he ever 
does them again, he'll do them 


without me. 
Recently, we happened to be in 
the right place at the right time. 
We were driving to Bloomington. 
We were detoured by police 
because’ the Thunderbirds were 
flying. The detour took us to the 
southem end of the airport. We 
noticed that the Thunderbirds: 
were getting ready to take off, so 
we stopped, We were ‘right at the 
very end of the runway. I was so 
excited to, see them. They per- 


- formed all their stunts perfectly 


over the airport. There were 


` many of us on the road watching: 


from a distance. We had one ' 
advantage: the Thunderbirds flew 
right over our heads. Just a little 
bit lower and I know ‘I could have 


` told you the color of the pilot's 
- eyes. I tried to keep track of 


where the planes were because it 
was very surprising when all of a 
sudden, there’ were the four 
planes right over my head. The 
Thunderbirds are known for their 
close flying ability. I've seen 
television shows of them, but 
when they were right over -my 
head, I realized how really close 
they fly: | can only imagine the 
hours and hours that they must 
practice to make it look so easy 
and natural. ` 

If Sam takes up aerobatics 
again, you can be sure that I'll 
not only be on the ground but I'll» - 
be waiting at home for him to 
come and tell me all about it. ` 


August 4, 1999 


Belonging 


by Carol S. Depino 


It's hard to believe that we've” 
- lived here for one year after com” 


ing back and forth for eight. I'll 
be the first to admit that I wasn't 
excited about moving. I should- 
n't have been worried about 


_ moving to a small town. I'd lived 
„ín cities for more than 25. years, 


but Sam and | both had always 
wanted to go back and live in 
smaller towns like where we 
grew up in. J worked in the 
Chicago Loop every day nearly 
20 years. In citiés, you learn not 
to say hello or even look at peo- 
ple on the street. 


It is still a novelty to me to 


walk into places and recognize 
someone. Being able to greet 
someone and then talk to them is 
still amazing. In all the time that 


we lived in Hanover Park, we ran 
-jinto ‘oné friend twice. No one 


knew my name and, by the same 
token, I knew no one else. Oh, | 
knew the names of one or two of 
my neighbors, but that’s all. I'd 
always readin school about bed- 


room communities in cities and I ` 


found myself living in one. By 
the time people went to work and 
then came home, there was only 
time for their families, 

__ | now have a luxury that I've 
not had in a very long time. I 
have the time to. make. friends. 
When I see my neighbors out- 
side, I can visit with them, I also 
know their names. What fun it is 
fo tell Delores, Millie, Donna, 
Phyllis, or Chris hello. I also feel 
free to greet people that I see at 
the post office or at the grocery 
store without feeling afraid. In 
the city, you must always be on 
guard. Oh, I had people that I 
called my ‘train friends", These 
weré people that I met only on 
the train and sometimes we 


would sit together and talk. I also 
had people. that I worked with, 
but these. were just acquain- 
tances. ; 

Now I can join activities and 
not feel guilty for taking the time 
away from being with Sam. It is 
thanks to people like Sue and . 
Millie that I've gotten back into. 
playing bridge after 30 years. It 
is- thanks to Bertha and fellow 
members that “belong” to Home 
Extension and the Kitchen Band: 
It is also thanks to her that I've. 
started doing relaxing things like 
playing Scrabble. | was asked to 
join a group of ‘ladies every 
Friday moming for coffee. I felt 
very privileged for | knew they 
had been doing this for years. 
Belonging is the key word. Good 
feeling. ie tpt 

I have a long-time friend who 
lives in Los Angeles. She asked 


‘me about Chatsworth and I 


laughed and told her that I was 
having a lot of fun. She was 
happy for me. Then, she told me 
that it was becoming the “thing” 
to leave big cities and move to 
small towns. That didn't surprise 
me because who wants to live in 
Los Angeles. LA’ is probably 
similar to Chicago in that you 
don’t have time for luxuries like 
making good friends. I'm going. 
to keep Chatsworth and the sur- 


‘rounding towns a secret from | 


everyone out there. No, this is 
not paradise, but it’s a lot better 
than a lot of places. 


August 11, 1999 


Staying Alive 


by Carol. S. Depino 


The annual Relay for Life will 
held around -the., Pontiac 
Township High School 
Cominunity trick for 18 hours on 
Aug. 13, Relay teams walk for I8 
hours raising funds for cancer, 
The hope is to- raise funds for 
education about cancer For me 
this will be by my second.walk. 


At p.m. is the “Cancer 


Survivor Lap™. For me this is the 


most important tap. Itis very per- 


sonal. It shows | have survived 
another year with this frightening 
- diseyse. Last ypar when 1 walked 


this lap. E wasn't sure | gould ° 
walk around. that the track one. 


time. Sam. walked around the 
edges with my wheelchair in case 
I needed his help. This is where 
“he always is - near me in case | 
can't make the walk. That told me 
I wasn’t alone. | did make that 
walk once, twice, and three times 
before T had to quit. Somewhere 
around those Taps Sam quietly 
stopped and let me go alone. | 
never knew he stopped. He. knew 


-P was stronger-than | thought. ~- 


know without him telling me he 
‘always had me in his eyesight to 
make sure I was OK. 


ee eee 


There is another very touching 
part of the ceremony. the lighting 
of the luminaries. The luminaries 
are paper bags with candles. 
Every luminary around the track 
has a person's name on it. When 
they are all Jit; the. lights are 
turned off. Every name on those 
luminaries is read. It i$ very chill- 
ing to realize just how many peo- 
ple this disease affects, Last year 


_we donated for five luminaries. 


Three out of the five being hon- 
ored were alive last year. This 


- year it will be only two, 


Cancer touches everyone in the 
family as well as close friends. - 
No One is the same after the diag- ` 
nosis. During the survivor lap the 
audience stood and clapped. This 
was their way of reminding those 


_Of us walking that they were there . 


for us- and always would be. 
When someone is diagnosed, 
they feel very alone, facing their 
mortality. This Relay for Life 
shows us we cancer , survivors 
have others besides our spouses, 


-family md friends~ to “keep us 
‘from being alone. See you in 


Pontiac this Friday. 
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—world's—problems—on ..that—golf——that-Llose-sight-of them..L_play.the___ 


: 
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Fore | 
by Carol S. Depino 


-My nephew Matt called to say 
he had a surprise activity when I 
was visiting in Kansas.. That 
sounded like a great idea, whatev- 
er it was. The surprise? He was 


„going to play golf and I was to be 


chauffeur of the golf cart. I'd 


never driven-a golf-cart-before so — 


Matt gave me a brief lesson. He 
also informed me that unlike the, 
car you don’t keep your foot on 
the gas peddle when waiting. He 
explained very gently that we 
could run out of battery some- 
where out on the course - like on 


the fifth hole. My other job wasto 


watch where Matt hit his ball. I 
saw the ball on the tee. I heard 
him hit.the ball and that’s the last 
I knew where it was. For all | 
knew he could have hit the moon. 
He. knew where it went and he 
had to find it.to keep on playing. 

Matt and | didn't solve any 


course. Maybe that's one of the 
reasons we had-a great day. 
Matt’s brother Adam also plays 
golf. I hear they play a lot. I'll bet 
they know where every dande- 
lion, four leaf clover and pit is on 


“the fairway: They-love-to play 


golf in all kinds of weather, hot or 
cold, particularly when they have 
the ‘fairway to themselves. I'm ` 
looking forward to being Adam's 
golf cart chauffeur some day. , — 

My friend Linda also. plays 
golf. She and her husband went 
from Indianato Michigan to play. -- 
She told me about some: of her 
golfing experiences, “I hope they 
(her brother-in-law and his wife 
realize that I'm not as bad as I 
was last summer. | generally get 
the ball up in the air now and ‘it 
generally goes straight. Two 
years ago. when we were playing 
with them, one ‘ball that I hit 
bounced off. of something. (it 
could have been my club for all] 
know) and ended up behind me. I 


‘think that put me in a minus cate- 


gory for yardage. The good news 
is I rarely lose any of my balls 
because | never hit them so far 


cheap balls anyway, having found 
out that they sink at the same rate 
when 1 plomp them in the water.” 

I think Tiger Woods better 
watch out for all four of these 
golfers. Remember, I'm an aunt 


cand a friend! ~ 


a aE cee ama 
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They race horses too. 


_ by Carol. S. Depino 


Get ready. Get set. Go. These 
are the words that you hear when 


children are racing with each ` 
~ other. In my mind 1 can hear chil- 


dren the world over and from 


centuries past using these same- 


five words. Around here we get 
the fever when the Fairbury race 


track opens, then, there’s always’ 


television. The racing bug seers 
to never leave some of us. 

A 95-year-old lady told me: her 
father let her have a buggy and 
horse when she went to school, It 
was too far away, for her to walk. 


I wonder if that isn't equivalent to 


kids today getting the car keys. 
Every day after school the boys 
‘would try to race her. She said 
that it used to frighten her., Her 
son explained that her horse was 
a retired race horse. It seems that 


` this horse had been trained not to 


let other horses pass him. So the 
more a horse tried to pass, the 
faster her horse went. 

Have school `- boys really 
changed after all these years? 
When I was growing up, the high 
school boys would drag race in 
town. There was an old ynused 
‘highway outside of town. It was a 
perfectly straight quarter mile 
stretch. The high school boys 


would go out there and drag race. 
The town police ‘and highway 
patrolmen considered this small 
“area better than drag racing in ~ 
town, Í tried to find out who went 
out there, but all | was told by the 
men was that they had a lot of 
fun. It seems no-one could 
remember who went out there. 
They did tell me a father offered 
to build a'drag race track but they 
preferred that old quarter -müle 
stretch. 

When | visit my. hometown, ` 
I'm wamed not to be around the 
high school when school is out. 
Not only is there a lot of traffic, 
but the students try to get out of 
the area as soon as possible. I'm 
sure Fairbury is not immune to 
the same event. I've noticed when 
‘we've been downtown after 
school, there seems.to be more 
drivers trying to get some place 
faster. Pig 

I decided long ago that I'ma 
latent race car driver. When I'm 


“out on the open roads with those 


lazy turns and my hair blowing in 
the wind, I say move aside A.J. 
Foyt and Mario Andretti! But, of 
course, I never speed - it’s my car 
- it was trained like my elderly 
friend’s horse. 


September 1, 1999 
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. Mysterious Beeps 
„oy Carol S. Depino` ` ` 
Are. you ever in church or the 


movies and hear a beep? Then you - 


automatically check. your. watch, 
beeper or cell phone? Without 


telling my age, I do remember a. 
- reason for the alarm but I've for- 


_ ime in the world when there was 
_. no beepers. The only beeps. were 
‘the birds singing or a man 
whistling. 1 don’t know when the 
first) mechanical whistle was 
invented. I can only imagine’ the 
reactioy.of the horses. dogs and 
people. Today there are all sorts of 
beeps. 

‘When a delivery truck backs up, 
it beeps. This is a safety feature and 
` itis to let pedestrians know the 
truck is moving. I’ve seen toddlers 
just fascinated with the feature. | 
heard of a story about a mother and -` 
toddler: They were standing i in line. 
A woman Standing in front of them 
- had a message beeper that went off. 
. The toddler's reaction- “Watch out 

she’s backing up.” | 
Sam has a datalink wrist watch, 


Set by computer, that beeps at 9:02. 


a.m. and then again 5 minutes later, 
The watch has a mind of its own. 
It’s actually handy because I know 


when | hear it what time it is. Of - 


course, when the time changes, it 


‘goes off an hour earlier. Come to — 


think of it, it goes olf periodically 
during the day. I'm sure there is a 


gotten it. 


I have a key ring that is supposed 


to beep when you clap your hands 
so I can lind it. It has never worked 

that way. It goes off when it feels 
like it. One time I we at a church’ 
discussion group. I had my key . 
ring ‘in my lap. Sure enough, it kept 
beeping to let me know and every- - 
one else where it was (as if I'd for- - 
gotten), I noticed that whenever it 

beeped Pastor Steve kept looking at 


- his. watch and pushing a button on 


the watch. I finally realized that he 
thought the beep was from his 
watch. I told him that it was.a key 
ring. After that, whenever I heard a 
beep, I'd say “that's yours” or. . 
“that s mine”. l 

The world has become more and 
more complicated. To take out the 


“beeps now, we won't know what's 


happening. 


October 6, 1999 


Canning or Bottling 


by Carol S. Depino 


Canning. Sam asked me why it 
was called canning since I was 


: putting everything in glass jars. I 


had no idea and to be quite honest 
didn’t really care why it was 


-called canning. I know. at ‘one 


. point in’ history homes used to 


have a root cellar. Various vegeta- 
bles were kept here for the winter. 


Some where in time someone fig- . 


ured out how to can vegetables. 
I know my grandmothers used 


_ to can. When the freezer came 


along, vegetables were “put up,” 
as my Aunt Beth used to say. 
She'd freeze her vegetables: in 
cardboard containers—like the 
containers ‘used for vegetables 
found in grocery stores. My 


cousin Suzanne used. to go every. 


July for two to three weeks to 
help her mother. Aunt Beth “put 
up” com, peas and beans, to name 


-a few. I also remember hearing ` 


Suzanne gladly go home to rest 
from all the work involved. 

.The only canning my mother 
used to do was with bing cherries. 
She'd go buy a flat soon after the 
season started. I really don’t want 
to know how long it took her to 
pit all those cherries. We'd have 


' bing cherries in many, many sal- 


ads and for dessert. I thought 
everyone had bing cherries at 
home. When I left home, then I 
realized how precious those cher- 


ries were. One day I'll can bing 
cherries, too. 

This year was my first year at 
this old custom. Because I was a 
novice, I gladly accepted help 
from Joyce and Bertha. I was 
afraid that I'd make Sam and I 
sick if I tried to do it without help... 
I’ve found out that it really isn’t 
very hard—only time consuming. 
Now, thanks to Joyce and Bertha, 
I have bread and butter pickles, 
stewed tomatoes, tomato juice, 
pickle relish and peachies. Matter 
of fact, I still have a kitchen sink 
full of those round things that 
people call tomatoes. Do I want 
to see another tomato? One day I ` 
saw a round item in our yard. I 
slowly walked up to it—dreading 


. that it was another of those things 


called tomatoes. It was only a red 
ball. My biggest problem now: 
where to store them so that I can 
easily get them and more impor- 
tantly I don’t forget them. 

I do have advice for all 
women. In the if your hus- 
band says he’s planting 125 toma- . 
to plants and 15 to 25 cucumber 
plants; go calmly to your bed- 
room, take out your luggage and 
Start packing. Then run—don’t 
walk—to the door yelling on your 
way out that you'll be home Nov. 
1 and have a nice summer. 
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Ghosts can be fun wg 


` by Carol S. Depino 


When Halloween ` comes 
around, people start thinking 
about ghosts. m always sur- 
prised when I talk to someone and 
discover that they believe in 
ghosts. I have friends that really 
believe there are such things. 

When we'd go to visit my 
grandparents in southeast Kansas, 
some evenings I'd suddenly dis- 


cover that most of my uncles and. 


- male cousins were gone. They'd 
: gone to see the ghosts lights. I 
was always disappointed that | 


didn’t get to go. | wanted to see. 


the ghosts. Finally, I got to go. 
The lights were seen in a 
Missouri field. I was so excited. 
. When we got there, we were 
about one-quarter mile from 
where these lights were seen. All 
of a sudden there the lights were 
dancing in the field: Sam and I 
have since been back but the 
lights weren't dancing that night. 


Sam has his theories on why this . 


happens. Something to do with 

the big earthquake in the early 

18th century. | know why-they 

are ghosts lights. 

Some years ago Sam and | were 

_ driving in easter Missouri, We 
got tired of the freeway and 

decided to take a detour of a state 


park along the Mississippi River _ 


It was pretty dark. We stopped i. 
what turned out to be an Indiat, 

i 's memorial and gray. 
Because the area around. this 
grave was so pretty, Sam took 


some pictures, When 1 got then: 


developed, we saw a strange thing 


was seen in one of the pictures of 


the grave site. A ghostly face! 
A 


Sam took the negative to a photo 


to.have it analyzed. The face was 


~ a part of the picture; The analyst 


said the only explanation was that 


we captured the image of a ghost. 


Sam thinks it’s a reflection of his 
eye-which leaked in - through the 
lens viewfinder. It was in the mid- 
die of the roll and no other picture 
had that shot. 

-As many people.know, we live 
in a house that is over 100 years 


_ old. Like I said, I don't believe in 


ghosts but with a house this old I. 
sometimes wonder if past- resi- 


‘dents couldn't leaye. Now that it 


is starting to get cold, I wonder if 
they aren't retaming, | hear nois- 
es undemeath the house, popping 
sounds in the kitchen, and run- 
ning feet on the roof. There is also 
one very strange sound, A board 
in the kitchen makes a noise like 


‘someone is walking in there. I 


always turn to the door and 
expect to see Sam walk through 
it. He doesn't. That particular’. 
sound always freaks me out. The 
kitchen door moves sometimes. 
There is no draft in the house. We 
find other doors that we've closed 
open. Could it be one of the | 
Olivers?-Or the banker? The for- 
mer mayor? The lady from the 
or wreck? No one has died here 
„al we know of. 

- Louise - 60 year owner of the. 
house - kidded Sam that she'd be 
ät the top-ol the stairs every night 
at. 11:00 p.m. I personally don't 
know if she has kept her word on 
this. I'm in bed. If Sam-ever sees 
her, I told him say hello to her for 
ie, ER 
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: Have we met? 


by Carol S. Depino 


One: of my biggest fears. has. 


always been that I'd do some- 
thing to embarrass myself. I'll go 
to great lengths not to let this hap- 
pen. I used to work at a place that 
when you needed someone, you 
paged them. In the 13 years that I 
was there I have the distinction of 
never paging anyone. Why? I was 
afraid that I'd mispronounce their 
+ name or forget what I was to say. 
- If I needed to speak toanyone, I'd 
go find them. At first the office 
+- was only three floors sò this was- 
> n't a big problem. I got a little 
exercise. Then, we moved to a 
larger building where each floor 
> was one block long. The. compa- 

-ny also expanded so now we were 
z. on six floors. Did I page then? 
- Nope. I wouldn't even page at 
night when only a few people 


were there. I didn’t want to make . 
a mistake that would cause me - 


embarrassment. 

_ Every Friday at 8:30 a.m. you 
< ‘can find me_at the Heritage Inn 
> having breakfast with Bertha, 
Betty, Evelyn, Daah,- Reva, Hal 
: “and sometimes Sam. I look for- 
ward to these breakfasts and plan 
my day around it. Recently, Betiy 
walled in with two beautitul 


: -` Jadies. It turned out they were her 


` -daughter Lori and granddaugh' 


Eve. They had come for a. visit 
and had arrived the night before. 


_ What was great was that Eve and 


Lori got to see their Aunt Bertha 
too. 

That Sunday at church I was to 
be an usher. I saw Eve and her 
grandparents arrive. I got busy 
and the next thing I knew, church 
service was about to start. As I 
looked around, I saw Eve still sit- 
ting in the Narthex alone. 1 sud- 
denly realized that both. of her 
grandparents were involved in 
church service. I didn't want her 
to sit alone. Now I know that Eve - 
can handle herself probably in 
any situation that comes along: 
but I worried about her. I went up - 


to her. and explained that I'd be 


busy for part of the service. She’ ' 
could sit with me when I was 
done. I also would introduce her 
to the lady that I planned to sit 
with. This lady was Bertha’s 
daughter Phyllis. I took her over 


~—and.in-my-best introductory-voice- 


I introduced Eve to her cousin. 

‘torale of the tory: Never 
wiroduce ‘anyho-ty. in a small 
town- —they - probally already 
knw cach other, ar: kin, or at 
least ‘eady waved at each other 
fro: their vehicles. 


November 10, 1999 


How do you spell releaf 


by Carol S.. Depino 


.Fall is one of my favorite sea- 
sons. | love to see all the beautiful 


trees, Every year I always say that 


the leaves look much prettier this 


year than last. I've had some peo- - 


ple tell me through the years that 


fall makes them depressed. They: 


say that they know what is com- 
ing next—winter. I know winter 
is coming, but it makes me appre- 
ciate these beautiful days all the 
more. 

I was looking out my bedroom 
window the other day and saw 


Phyllis’s granddaughter raking | 


_leaves. She had started a big pile. 
In my imagination T could just sċé 
kids running. and jumping into 
that pile—myself included, 


That's probably why she was 


doing it during school hours. 
- Smart lady. Those leaves did look 
inviting though. 

Our yard is one acte with lots of 
trees. Everyone knows what hap- 
pens when fall comes. The leaves 
‘fall and usually all at once. Over 
the last year Sam has tried to thin 
out the trees in order to let the 
others grow. keeping ahead of th: 
fallen leaves becomes a big jol 
We have so many leaves that 1i 
sweep the driveway is almo- 
silly. The leaves will win, One 
day I saw Sam getting out the 
snow shovel. I did think it was a 
. little early to be dusting off that 
shovel. What did he use it for? 
Shoveling leaves! It did make 
clearing the driveway go a i^ 
faster. | \oubt thatthe snow shov- 
el manufacturers thought of that 
idea. 

Sam tries to keep up with the 
clearing of the leaves in our yard. 
Our neighbor Chubb has been 


doing some landscaping. His yard 
looks wonderful. He has been 
having a running argument with 
our leaves. He has gone to great 
lengths to keep our leaves. out of 
his yard. One day he very kindly 
muiched one section of our yard. . 


- Another day the landscapers were 


there. I noticed one man was - 
blowing the leaves into a pile. I 


- didn't realize until later that day 


that once again Chubb kindly had 
his landscaper blow a large sec- 
tion of our yard too. | 

We have a maple tree. The 
leaves were so pretty. I knew it 


“was only a matter of time before 


they dropped. When they did, I 
really enjoyed seeing those pretty 
leaves scattered around that tree. 


Sam hadn't quite gotten around to 


mulching those leaves. One day 
the wind was blowing hard. The _ 


next morning as t we “iving out 
. drivewa. iso. that all our 
Icaves were gone. | . ouldn’t fig- 


ure out when Sam hid had the — 
time to rake or mulc' “the leaves, 

As I drove by Chubb’s house, 

the. were all our beautiful. 
! aves—in his yard. | know that’ ` 
\ hubb is wishing patiently for the 
win' to blow again. This time 
irom east to west. Then the leaves 
will be back where they started— 
in our yard.. : 

Update: Chubb must have 
‘sown what the weather had in 
viore, He was tut mulching his 

and “his” half of our yard the 
vther night. Good thing he did 
becuse > wind blew all night 
long, He + wid have been knee 
deep in leaves again. I’m so glad 
that we have a neighbor as nice-as 
Chubb, 


ee 
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“The Shrinking House 


Rx Carol S, Depino 


`When I was a child, we'd visit 
my grandparents at their farm. 
The house was big because they 
were raising eight children. At 
© one time the house had a front 
porch. This was converted into 
bedrooms with my grandparents’ 
_ On the first floor. The upstairs was 
made into a one big room. My 
brother. David. used to Jove to 
Sleep out there. T think there were 
four double beds. Whon all the 
amily were visiting. those beds 
were needed 
The best place to visit and catch 
up on family news was the back 
stoop. It was cement so it wasn't 
. the softest spot. Six to eight peo- 
ple could easily sit-out here. On 
warm days or evenings those 


cement steps were very popular. . 


It was a greal place to watch the 


world go by andto keep an eye 


on all the kids and uncles. When 
anyone wanted to get into the 
house, they'd have to weave 
through the bodies. 

~ The interior of the house was 
built so that it formed a circle. My 
dad and uncles loved ‘it. After © 
big meal, you'd find all or a cot 
ple of them walking that cire!:, 
Now my aunts wouldn't have 
minded so much if my uncles’ 
hands hadn't’ become bored. 
When that happened, each one 
would put a hand’ into a pocket 
and then start jingling ‘their 
change. This would drive my 
mother and aunts ‘crazy. It was 
usually Aunt Sarah who'd finally 
holler to either stop jingling their 
coins, go outside and walk or sit 


down. My üncles Would always - 


start laughing because they had- 
n't realized what they were doing. 

There was a bedroom upstairs 
that was cut off from nosey chil- 
-dren. It was my paternal great- 
grandmother's bedroom. Some 


things had t been moved in but it 

‘primarily had the furniture ‘that 
was hers. A curiosity to my 
cousins was the feather bed. Over 
time I think each one of them 

. went into that room to try the bed. 
When I did, I went right to the 
center. — 

Upstairs one of the bedrooms 
had a Moor register to let heat up 
‘from the lower Moor When vou 
looked mite it. you could see the 
first Noor, We'd have fun-watch- 
ing everyone walk by. When 
we'd. see Uncle Roy or Uncle 
Shorty, we'd laugh quietly and 
announce to the other who'd just 
walked by. Sometimes we'd all 
call down to them. It was fun to 
watch them try to figure out 
‘where the voice was coming 
trom. At times the adults would 
‘need to have a meeting. They'd 
shoo all us children out of the 
room and shut the door. Now if- 
they'd simply started talking, 
we'd all have quickly gotten 
bored and left. Since ve were told 
to go, we'd run straight upstairs 
to that register to listen. Did we 
near anything? No; but it was 
exciting to think we'd outsmarted 

the adults 

Years later we had a family 
reunion at the farm. That big farm 
house had gotten smaller over the 
years. It probably Had to. do with 
he trees towering over the roof - 
and that we had all grown up. We 
did find that the back stoop was 
still the best place to sit and visit 
and watch the world go by. 

__ The house_is no longer owned. 
by a family member. At one time 
some cousins talked about buying 
the house and vasa vard together. 
It held so many w.: m memories. 
They didn’t. It’s prov bly just as 
well. We might not ai. ‘be talking 
to each other now. 


a 


December 15, 1999 


Do You Kazoo, Kazoo? 


by Carol S. Depino 


When I first moved here. nearly two years ago, I 
knew very few people’ and didn’t belong to any 
clubs. ‘Through my friend Bertha this has all 
changed. Ohe of the things she thought I'd enjoy 
was being a member of the Kitchen Band. I'll be 
frank. | wasn't sure I'd enjoy this group. Even 
* though I'd gone to college and received a degree in 

music therapy, majoring in kazoo was not part of the 

curriculum, | decided to give it a try. 
` First I had to buy a kazoo. Sam: calls this the 

"Great Kazoo Trip”. We made a flying trip to the 

only place the memibers of the band knew where’ to 
‘buy a kazoo: a store in Gilman, Sam bought them 

out of kazoos buying the only package left. There's 

something that J haven't confessed. The first time F 

played I-had to watch the other ladies. I didn’t know 

which end to blow! ., 
L-have so much fun in this group. I don't know any 

of the new songs nor any of the current music groups 

with the funny names, like 98 Degrees or Matchbox 

20. | discovered T was more. knowledgeable with’ 
. songs like, “Red Roses for a Blue Lady,” “Smile, ~ 
` and “How ‘much is that doggie. in that window”? T 
liked these old‘songs. I've discovered much more. | 
- found a group of ladies who have fun while they 

` entertain and who make people smile. 

The first time | saw Edna ‘put on her red nose for 
“Rudolph the Red Nose Reindeer” my kazoo went 
` flying. f was laughing so hard. To see her perform is 

wonderful. Here is this dignified lady coming shyly, 
before the audience with a red nose and antlers. 


Bells”, 


Then there is Dorothy. “All I Want for Christmas is 
my Two Front Teeth” will never be the same for me. 
She comes out in pajamas singing this song. She is 
so cute that by the end of the song, you want to take 
her to the dentist and pay for those two front teeth, 
that is if you weren't laughing so hard, 

A. performance isn’t the same without Betty 
singing a solo, Daah dancing with an audience mem- 
ber, and Marion Sounding like a train. whistle. Do I 
do a solo? No, I can't sing. Recently, Sam got me a 
slide- whistle. L can now play one song, “Jingle 
I suspeci I'm going to'have to learn another 
song after January 1. When anyone does a solo, you. - 
can count on Mary; Vi, Reeva, Eileen, Biddy, Vi and 
Katherine to be silently pulling for you. When one 
member is absent, our band's lights seem a little 
dimmer, ë 

Our leader Beryl does such a wonderful job select- 
ing and planning a program. Shë always has every- 
thing from fun songs to religious. hymns. We always 
end our program with * “You're a Grand Old Flag” . 


- and holding a flag. Now we're supposed to hold flag 


still. I think this song. is so peppy that my flag just 
seems to move all by itself. 
We know we've played before a good audience 
when they sing along with us. The audience is also 
good when they laugh louder than we do at Bertha’s ` 
jokes. Yes, I was reluctant to join. Sa always know 
when I've been with the Kitchen Band. I come home 
with a big smile. My life is much richer now for get- 
ting ‘to know an perform with some great ladies. 


December 22, 1999 


Let’s Make a Deal 


- by Carol S. Depino 


She'does tov. She does not. She does too, That 
was my brother David and | many years ago. We 
were downtown heading for the dime store to buy 
Christmas presents for Mother and Dad. David had 
this great idea for a present for Mother. He was sure 
that she'd like a parakeet and part of his plan includ- 
ed me, He would buy the bird and I, the cage. | knew 
_ that in this plan I wasn't getting the best end of the 
deal. Since I'm the oldest, I felt I should make sure 
that the “right” gift was bought. A parakect was not 
it. J told Mother about almost getting this gift. She 
agreed that she didn't really want or need a parakeet. 
. When the big. Christmas ee was placed at the 

intersection of Main-and Central, I knew Christmas 


was near. I thought that was the most beautiful tree. 


At was also a traffic hazard.but then it was Christmas. 
Ohne of my favorite parts of the season driving 
around town was looking at all the decorated hous- 
vs. Then we'd try to figure out which was the pretti- 
est... 4 
December was: the. only’ month ‘when Mother 
baked certain foods. There was one cookie that I 
loved—Date Pinwheel. My brother Mark and I both 
have tried to make it. Wẹ now know why she made 
it only in December. She also would make Pink 
Divinity Candy, Peanut Brittle and Marble Fudge. It 
seems. that when she was making candy: some of her 


friends would just “happen” to drop by, PH bet the 
day she: made each visitor’s favorite was the day- 


they came by. - 


‘beautifully decorated . . 


Then and as today the closer Christmas got, the ` 


_ more excited we'd get. In grade school we'd always, 


have a party: The “room-mothers” would . bring 
something to drink and eat. There were cookies 
. eaten in.a matter of sec- | 
onds. In junior high, we’d have dress-up day. That 
day the ‘boys wore their suits and girls wore their 
Sunday best. The Sunday best included high heels, 


` and boy, were they high. . 


On Christmas Eve we'd all go to communion. For 
years David went to bed with a flashlight, He'd then 
get up at some awful hour like’ 5 a.m. (0 go and peek 
at what Santa left. Then at about 6 a.m., he'd come 
and wake me up to tell me what was out in the liv- 
ing room. We knew. better than to go and wake up 
Mother and Dad at that hour. We'd wait until 6:30. ~ 
I'd ask Mother later just how early David, was up. 
She always knew that exact hour. She probably was 
laying awake smiling. at hearing the small boy's 
excitement at sneaking a peek at his presents. 

Oh, ‘what did Mother get that parakeet-less 
Christmas. She wanted copper jello molds to hang 
on her kitchen walls. I just thought, I need to talk to 
Matt and Adam about a Christmas present for their 
dad. He has always wanted one, Between the three 
of us we can work outa deal for this Christmas. 


December 29, 1999 


we'd be traveling to other plane 


Check ? 2000 
by Carol S. Depino : 


I can’t believe this is the end of the century. The. 
end of the century to me are years like. 1800 or 1700. 
This year | should be making some profound New 
Year's resolutions, like discovering the cure for the 
flu or rowing. a boat around the world. After all, the 
end of an era doesn’t come along just every day. 


What will Sam and 1 do Dec. 31, 1999? We had at/ ` 
‘one time thought of celebrating with.a friend i 


Rhode Island. We had it all planned: the airline tick- 
ets and'a motel room. We décidéd not to go. We’ll 
celebrating quietly at home with a friend. I just hope 


‘ that I stay awake until midnight, When midnight 


comes, I'll say, like I ve done for the past four = 
“I made it.” | 

I'll be:glad when Jan. 1, 2000 starts. Then, hee can 
all see if the ATMs fail, airplanes fly until they run 
out of gas, computers fail, or we have no electricity. 
Remember the TV show the Jetsons? I though that 
when we hit 2000 we'd be living somewhat like that 
cartoon. We'd be flying around in oy space cars. 
There are people now who drive so 
cars are almost airbome. The movie 2001 predicted 
. I can assure 
going to other 


everyone that if there are flight; 


ast that their 


galaxies. I will not be on them. | prefer it here. on 


öd old solid earth. I as my two nephews, 

onnor and Hunter, if they'd like to become astro- . 
iauts: | thought that since; they were 12 and 14, 
they’d want to go into $ spate. Iwas totally shocked 
when | got a very firm “no” from both. . 

Sam and I are not Y2K ready. We haven’t filled up 
our bathtub with water, hidden money under our — 
mattress, or stocked up on food. We're supposed to ` 
set our VCR on Dec. 29 to the year 1972. I've heard 
the 1972 months are the same as 2000. Will we 
remember to do that? J doubt it. I may have’ to put., 
signs all over the house with jist the word VCR to 
remind us. 

Another problem is thai on all of our checks the 
dates have the. year starting with 19. Now not only 
do I have to remember what the new year is but I've 
got to remember to cross out 19. It was easy to 


-change 1997 to 1998 without writing a new check 


out. I'm wondering how many I'll ruin before I get 
the year right. I can see the lines forming now ‘at 
Art's and Dave's with people waiting while some- 
one continually tries to get the = correct on their 
check. . 


= a OE r 


February 9, 2000 


_ First Snow 


-by Carol $. Depino EO SES N 
> Let it snow! Let it.snow!: That was what I was 


“When she aed what snow was, I said i was. white 


e gating A e had te beaut sal fal At the. - and cold. Dad stopped at a spot where the snow. was ; 
four or five inches mark I-was thinking- Let it stop!—close to the toad. As only a toddler can-do; Carrye - 


`~ Letit stop! Let it stop! T could only take so much of.: 
_-a.beautiful thing. 


S ‘This time I talked Sam and a friend into going. with 


"ame. At first I. got reasons. why they. couldn’t = too ` 


“` tired, waiting for phone calls, too cold, When.both 


“realized ‘that I was going with.or without them, they - 


’ changed their minds, It seemed like. we -were the 
only, three adults taking advantage of the, beauty. We 
saw someone with-his four-wheeler riding around 

: with two sleds’ tied onto the back. The kids on the 

. . $led-were having so much fun. I was.envious. 

~'. [remember when my niece Carrye first saw snow. 


She was four years.old and lived in Texas. We’d'had ` 
a family reunion in Colorado that -year. ‘There was _ 


. \snow-on-the-higher-elevations of the mountains, One 


“day my Dad, brother Mark, sister Joni, Carrye and I - 


, headed for the snow. I was more excited than Carrye. 


was out of the car before we adults turned around. I . 


~ followed her over and I'll never forget her response 


I like to go walking in the first pretty. snowfall. "to, feeling snow for the first time. I heard this little: 


giggle of discovery and-delight. Me 
There were other people having fun in thé snow: ce 


Several were ‘sliding down the snow with no sled. _ 
"Mark was excited. ‘about showing Carrye what fun . 


you can have in snow. So off.to the top.of snow both. . 


“of them went to: slide down. At the bottom: Mark 


remembered they were sliding on snow with no `. 


‘sleds, Carrye loved. it. and -wanted to. do it again. 
` Mark thought his jeans were wet enough: and felt it 
Was time to g0.: ` 


Whether it is seeing snow for the first time or hav- 


ing the first snow~ fall, it'is always exciting... 


Everyone seems fo enjoy thatfirst snow. Personally, 


Ea HK Gae Stones wee PA ee IS at the, : 


end of March. — 


May 6, 2009 
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Carol DePino 


CHATSWORTH—Carol Stoskopf 
DePino, 62, Chatsworth, died 
Tuesday, April 28, 2009 at her resi- 
dence. 


A memorial service was at 3 p.m. 

Friday at St. Paul Lutheran Church, 

` Chatsworth. A service will be held at 

a later date in her hometown, El 
Dorado, KS. 

Surviving are her husband, Sam, 
Chatsworth; father, Al Stoskopf, 
Dorado, KS; two brothers, David 
Stoskopf, El Dorado, KS; Mark 
Stoskopf, Wichita, KS; and one sis- 
ter, Joni Augustine, Peoria. 

She was a correspondent for The 
Blade in Fairbury several years ago. 

The family suggests memorials be 
made to a charity supporting chil- 
dren’s brain cancer research. 


